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Wherefore  this  one,  at  the  f _ _ 

him,  swung  arounckjjiil*‘-,'Kr"5ee""a  ' vast  shape  creeping 
towards  iihju^ArTIiesight,  the  seal  hurled  his  mottled 
bulkAertfards  the  open  water.  Swift  as  he  waSjJlae-wlTite 
deaTh  below  was  swifter.  Even  _jie-'fKesaddleback 
reached  the  water,  the  fit£«r'fnuzzle  of  the  bear  shot 
forward  like  a  slfiktfigsnake  and  gripped  the  sealX 
round  heajh'iJespite  the  bear's  weight,  therushTfF  the 
I  saddleback  carried  her  down  into  theJdack  water.  Few 
I--'  land-animals  indeed  would , dare" the  depths  with  such 
a  swimmer.  Maddened  By  hunger,  however,  the  bear 
paid  no  attention  to  the  odds  of  the  water  that  were 
against  her,  but  sank  her  fierce  teeth  deeper  and  deeper 
through  the  seal’s  thick  pelt.  A  moment  later,  pushing 


the  lifeless  body  of  her  prey  before  her,  she  swain. slowly' 
up  through  ten  feet  of  black  wat erjzeed'and  lit  by  the 
phosphorescence  of  Arctic-seSs^  Then  she  landed  and 
without  an  effort- -swung  the  body  of  the  seid_oyt-upofi 
tteroekfand  hissed  sharply  through-the-still  air.  At 
fEesound  her  hungry  cub  hurrted'From  his  hiding-place 
so  fast  that  he  rolled-OVerand  over  down  the  slope  like 
a  ball,  nor  ever  stopped  until  he  joined  her  in  a  feast  of 
rich,  pure  life-giving  seal-meat. 

When  at  last  they  were  botlifyfWetTj^nie  old  bear 
dragged  the  carcass  alonjjjhrtSKore  and  hid  it  in  a  cave 
near  the  top  oj^an-dbertliff  which  jutted  out  over  the 
water,  There, "curled  up  together,  the  two  slept,  plunged 
in  that  snug  content  which  food  and  warmth  bring. 
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LUX  of  LASALLE 


He  Proves  His  Worth 


in  the  Senate 


By  Ethel  I.  Mason 


SENATOR  THOMAS 
SCHALL  AND  LUX  OF 
LA  SALLE 

The  inseparable  friends  cross 
from  the  Capitol  to  the  Senate 
Building  after  a  busy  session 


really  reliable,  he  extends 
a  large  right  foot  with 
ceremony  and  cordiality. 

The  Senator's  eight 
year  old  little  girl  is  quite 
restless  sometimes  during 
the  night,  and  talks  in 
her  sleep.  Frequently  Lux 
goes  to  her  bedside,  and 
if  it  seems  wise,  goes 
back  to  his  master, 
and  pulls  his  trouser  leg  to  get  him  awake  and  attentive. 

All  breeds  of  dogs  are  not  gifted  enough  to  be  trained 
as  guides.  Airedales  and  German  shepherds  are  in  ma¬ 
jority  among  the  ranks  of  bright  young  puppies  that  are 
able  to  pass  their  “prep”  school  tests  with  flying  colors. 
They  are  all  trained  to  disregard  other  dogs  while  on 
duty,  unless  to  protect  their  master.  Senator  Schall  tells 
only  of  one  case  of  disobedience.  A  small  water  spaniel 
imagined  Lux’s  forbearance  was  due  to  fear.  He  sud¬ 
denly  realized  that  he  was  hanging  as  high  in  the  air  as 
Lux  cofild  reach,  and  cries  of  “Aus”  from  the  Senator 
were  needed  to  release  the  dog  who  was  swinging  in  the 
air  like  a  watch-charm.  Lux  is  friendly  and  kind, — 
but  “keep  your  distance  from  my  master”. 


ON  the  crowded  streets  of  Washington,  not  long 
ago,  a  large  black  German  shepherd  dog  ap¬ 
peared,  acting  as  escort  to  his  blind  master, 
Senator  Thomas  Schall,  of  Minnesota.  He  was  "Lux 
of  La  Salle”,  graduate  of  the  Ludendorf  College  for 
Dogs  in  Munich,  and  wearing  the  brass  token  which 
serves  as  a  diploma  for  his  study.  He  is  the  first  dog 
to  enter  Congressional  Halls  in  official  capacity. 

Lux  is  large  and  powerful.  A  few  growling  hints, 
and  none  approach  his  master.  His  special  harness  with 
the  large  handle  enables  Senator  Schall  to  accept  his 
guidance,  and  his  quick  intelligence  and  faithfulness 
make  him  a  pilot  accurate  and  trustworthy. 

Lux’s  task  on  mornings  the  Senate  is  in  session  is  to 
assist  his  owner  from  his  room  in  the  Senate  Office 
Building  to  the  underground  trolley  line  that  runs  to  the 
Capitol.  Once  safely  in  the  car,  Lux  proudly  sits  beside 
his  master,  carefully  tucking  his  tail  beside  him  to 
prevent  it  from  catching  in  the  machinery.  Once  in  the 
Capitol,  he  leads  his  master  to  one  of  the  cloak  rooms 
outside  the  Senate  chamber,  where  he  awaits  his  return. 
Right  into  committee  meetings  goes  the  faithful  dog, 
and  lies  under  his  master’s  feet  during  the  discussion. 
He  seems  to  realize  on  such  occasions  that  he  is  “visit¬ 
ing”,  and  must  not  resent  the  presence  of  a  number  of 
persons  to  whom  he  has  not  been  introduced. 

When  at  home,  in  the  “cave”  beneath  the  desk  in  his 
master’s  office,  however,  people  are  treated  differently, 
and  immediately  introductions  must  be  made.  If 
Lux  frigidly  offers  a  left  paw,  it  indicates  that  the 
acquaintance  may  be  a  brief  one  as  far  as  he  is  con¬ 
cerned,  but  when  he  is  assured  that  the  newcomer  is 


"A  SCORE  OF  STURDY,  WIDE-HORNED  LITTLE  BULLS  SWUNG  TO 
MEET  HER,  WITH  THE  SWIFT  DISCIPLINE  OF  A  MUSK-OX  HERD" 


Around  and  around  the  bristling  hedge  of  horns  she 
paced,  but  there  was  nevg x  a  break  in  the  threatening 
circle.  With  little-grunts  of  defiance,  the  veteran  fighters 
of  the  herd,  who  had  faced  danger  many  times  before, 
heartened  the  younger  cows  and  the  trembling  calves 
behind  them,  and  everywhere  their  front  remained  un¬ 
broken.  Once  or  twice  the  bear  rushed  forward,  as  if 
intending  to  charge  in  spite  of  all  consequences-, -Oh  the 
chance  that  some  over-enthusiastic  bull  would  leave  the 
safety  of  the  circle  and  meet  her  half-way.  Again,  turn¬ 
ing  her  back,  she  retreated  slowly  as  if  in  sudden  terror, 
hoping  to  be  pursued,  but  the  herd  paid  no  atteiitiorrfcT 
any  such  simple  stratagems.  Only  a  Jjne^of  lowered 
glaring  eyes  and  a  ring  of  fatal>ofns  confronted  her 
whether  she  advanced  or  retreated,  until  at  last,  wi th, 
many  a  backward  glance^  she  lurched  away^f&Ucrtved 
by  her  cub,  in  search  of  easier  prey. 

Disappointed  by  the  musk-ox^Jk-e'Tiear  peered  into 
every  nook  and  cranny  as  sIjD'Thoved  across  the  frozen 
wilderness  hunting  for  food.  Her  course  led  her  at  last 
through  a  maze  of  basalt  boulders,  ice-blocks  and  pans, 
toward  a  streJelTof  open  sea.  As  she  approached  that 
lonely  water  under  the  orange  glare  of  the  Northern. 
Lights;  ber  keen  ears  caught  the  tiny  tinkle.of  breaking 
ice  where  the  black  water  close  .to  the  shore  had  begun 
to  skim  over  in  the  cold,  ArfEe sound,  the  bear  crouched 
low,  with  the  cub -imitating  her  every  movement.  In  the 
dim  light  a  long,  dark  shape  floundered  awkwardly  up 
on  the  shore.  There,  poised  where  he  could  see  all  about 
him  and  shoot  down  into  the  water  at  the  first  sign  of 
danger,  lay  a  huge  harp  seal — the  “saddleback”  of  the 
sealers.  This  one  was  an  old  hull,  who  weighed  all  of 
eight  hundred  pounds,  ile  bad  a  dingy  white  body 
blotched  with  black,  and  was  far  larger  than  the  spotted 
leopard  seal,  the  ringed  seal  or  even  the  gray- 
bearded  seal. 

Without  a  sound,  the  white  bear  disappeared  in  the 
dark  like  a  ghost,  while  her  cub  crouched  behind  a 


hillock  of  ice.  Making  a  long  detour,  the  fierce  huntress 
reached  the  shore  at  a  point  hidden  by  heaped  masses 
of  ice  from  the  sight  of  the  seal  and,  slipping  sound¬ 
lessly  into  the  water,  swam  far  out,  only  her  black 
muzzle  showing  above  the  surface  When  nt  ln<t  clip 
reached-a-ponTTurthe  bay  opposite  to  where  the  saddle¬ 
back  was,  she  swam  toward  the  shore,  silent  as  a  shadow. 

With  his  back  to  the  water,  the  great  seal  lay,  con¬ 
tinually  testing  the  air  with  his  sensitive  nostrils  and 
ready  at  the  first  sight,  sound,  or  scent  of  danger  to  rush 
iilto-the-waTef. 'Wary" asTie"was,  lie  suspected  no  danger 
from  the  open  sea  which  he  had  just  left.  Suddenly  his 
keen  ears  caught  the  sound  of  dripping  water  and  a 
little  grat iug-ftetswrrtTtle  edge  of  the  shore,  which  might 
^-havSTSeen  made  by  floating  ice.  The  motto  of  the  wise 
seal,  however,  is:  “Make  sure!”  As  for  the  unwise, 
they  are  dead,  victims  of  their  own  imprudence. 


"A  HUGE  HARP  SEAL,  THE  'SADDLEBACK'  OF  THE 
SEALERS" 


